The  Enemy  Worsted 
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In  the  town  of  Weihsien  the  missionaries  found  a little 
| Liirl  who  was  bright  and  quick  to  learn  and  had  followed 

the  light  that  had  come  to  her. 
She  must  be  put  in  school  and 
given  a chance  and  so  it  happened 
that  Wuer  (Number  Five — that  ;s 
what  they  call  her)  went  to  an- 
other town  to  the  mission  school. 
Every  Sunday  she  went  with  the 
other  girls  to  the  church  and 
though  she  always  had  to  go  to 
the  girls'  secluded  corner,  yet  she 
caught  a glimpse,  now  and  then, 
of  a boy  seated  with  the  others 
from  the  boys’  school.  And  he 
saw  her  and  liked  her.  Are 
you  ready  for  the  tale  of  their  romance?  What  a 
pitiful  one  China  has  to  other.  To  attempt  to  see  the  girl 
would  have  meant  the  utter  ruin  of  her  good  name,  but 
he  wanted  her  for  his  wife  and  so  he  went,  in  due  time, 
to  the  superintendent  of  the  girl’s  school  and  told  her  hi:; 
desire.  She  in  turn  went  to  the  girl  and  told  her.  In 
W tier's  own  heart  she  knew  what  she  wanted  to  do. 
Would  it  not  be  much  better  than  to  have  her  parents 
make  her  marry  some  one  whom  she  had  never  seen  p:r- 
haps  a heathen,  perhaps  an  old  man?  But  she  hung  her 
head  and  said  that  she  must  go  and  pray  about  it  first. 
A bit  of  the  freedom  that  always  comes  with  the  Gospel 
had  already  come  to  her  and  this  little  girl  was  married 


to  the  man  who  had  chosen  her  and  whom  she  warned. 

After  some  years  they  came  to  our  mission  as  teaehei s, 
he  in  the  boys'  school  or  as  a language  teacher  for  the 
foreigner,  she  as  the  teacher  in  the  girls'  school.  We 
have  all  been  delighted  to  find  that  he  has  a real  gift  of 
teaching  and  she  has  made  herself  no  less  valuable. 

And  the  home,  how  glad  we  have  been  for  that.  How 
often  I 've  heard  one  or  the  older  missionaries  say,  ‘ Ves, 
how  we  thank  God  for  what  He  has  done  in  that  little  . 
Lome.'  It  was  saddened  by  the  loss  of  one  little  one  and 
me  faith  of  both  parents  was  tried  in  the  sickness  of  die 
oilier  two,  but  always  has  the  lntle  woman  leaned  hard 
on  Goo  wno  had  pointed  out  in  His  word  that  “He  abidelli 
la.iiimi,  i e cannot  deny  himself.  ' 'men  her  husband 
was  taken  sick  with  tuberculosis.  A dread  di.  ease  in  the 
Homeland,  it  is  infinitely  more  so  here.  But  they  prayed 
and  others  prayed  and  God  wonderfully  answered  so  that, 
when  we  arrived  last  December  he  seemed  as  strong  a; 
most  and  his  face  itself.  was  a song  of  praa-e  to  God. 

But,  yes.  there  is  a big  but.  How  L wish  1 could  make 
you  sm  the  hideous,  heathen  customs  that  are  the  devil  .; 
chains  for  these  dear  people.  What  place  does  a woman 
l ave  in  society  or  in  her  own  home;  really  none.  We 
have  been  told  that  among  non-Christians  a man  is  not 
considered  a man  who  does  not  strike  his  wife,  and  she  is 
really  only  a slave  to  her  husband  and  her  mother-in-law. 
These  people  had  left  the  old  home  and  had  come  to  us 
but  the  mother-in-law  made  them  a visit  and  she  seemed 
to  remind  her  son  that  he  was  really  better  than  his  wife 
and  that  she  ought  to  be  made  to  feel  it.  How  hard  it  is 
to  break  with  t lie  old  customs  and  equally  hard  to  keep 
free  from  them  afterward.  Trouble  followed  the  coming 
of  the  moiher-in-law,  but  he  came  to  see  it  and  was  per- 


suaded  that  his  mother  would  better  return  to  her  home 
and  made  the  necessary  arrangements  and  then  escorted 
her  t>>  her  home.  Every  one  thought  that  it  had  all  been 
made  right  and  he  seemed  to  be  going  on  with  the  Lord. 

With  the  coming  of  spring  came  also  a very  busy  time 
when  he  attempted  more  work  than  he  ought  to  have 
done  and  it  brought  a relapse  and  another  serious  attack 
of  the  disease.  Again  we  prayed  and  others  prayed,  but 
the  help  that  came  seemed  only  to  stay  the  disease  and 
not  to  cure  it.  There  seemed  to  be  something  in  the  way 
but  we  did  not  know  what  it  was.  As  he  gryw  weaker  the 
enemy  got  a foothold  and  he  again  began  tonhink  that  he 
was  better  than  his  wife.  Nothing  she  did  pleased  him, 
but  her  love  did  not  fail  and  she  went  on  saying  nothing 
and  doing  the  best  she  could.  A little  baby  boy  came  into 
the  home  and  the  rejoicing  over  the  birth  of  the  boy  made 
him  seem  better  for  a time,  but  still  his  fault-finding  con- 
tinued and  he  told  his  wife  that  she  had  always  lived  like 
a lady  since  he  had  married  her,  that  she  ought  to  know 
i what  it  meant  to  take  her  rightful  place  and  to  suffer  and 
he  was  going  to  take  her  home  to  his  mother  and  let  her 
learn  it.  Still  she  kept  praying  and  said  nothing,  for  she 
feared  that  would  only  make  matters  worse.  But  one  day 
she  had  to  do  something  and  so  she  came  and  appealed 
to  one  of  the  missionaries.  He  had  actually  struck  her 
and  thrust  her  two  girl  babies  out  of  the  yard ! What 
could  we  do,  yet  something  had  to  be  done  and  one  went 
back  home  with  her  only  to  find  a man  whom  she  could 
hardly  recognize  for  the  light  of  his  face  had  turned  to 
darkness  and  nothing  we  had  liked  in  him  seemed  to  be 
left. 

Most  of  us  lost  our  faith  for  bis  healing,  for  how  could 
Clod  work  for  the  body  of  one  who  such  sin  in  his  heart. 


Yet  with  this  exertion  had  come  a terrible  hemorrhage 
and  there  seemed  no  hope  for  him  at  all.  Yet  the  little 
woman’s  faith  never  faltered.  If  Clod  wished  to  take  him 
from  her,  she  was  willing,  but  he  must  be  ready  to  go. 
In  talking  with  us  afterwards  she  said  that  she  knew  when 
that  terrible  hemorrhage  came  that  it  was  the  devil’s  last 
stroke,  for  lie  would  soon  have  to  give  up  the  fight.  All 
of  us  kept  ou  praying,  but  the  burden  was  specially  put 
upon  Miss  Brown,  and  together  with  the  wife  she  held  on 
for  this  man.  Then  God  led  the  missionaries  to  go  to  him 
one  day  and  tell  him  how  they  felt  this  must  look  in  God’s 
sight.  God  in  His  great  mercy  helped  him  to  see  it  and 
to  confess  his  sin.  The  next  day  in  a public  meeting  he 
confessed  and  did  not  spare  himself.  Of  course,  God  has 
helped  him  and  brought  back  much  of  his  strength.  But 
w'll  you  not  join  in  prayer  for  him  and  for  his  home.  After 
such  a battle  he  needs  the  help  of  our  prayers. 

Nearly  all  of  what  I have  related  happened  while  I was 
away  from  here  and  when  I heard  of  it,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  there  was  something  to  do  for  a man  who  had  had  the 
advantages  that  this  man  had  had  and  yet  could  do  such 
things  as  he  had  done,  but  the  Lord  whispered  to  me  that 
this  is  a picture  of  many  a one  as  He  sees  us  and  yet  He 
loves  and  continues  to  woo  us.  And  what  a further  pic- 
ture to  come  back  and  hear  her  say,  “He  was  so  sick,  I 
knew  he  was  not  himself  and  that  the  devil  was  making  a 
desperate  fight  for  him  for  he  knew  he  was  beaten.” 

What  an  example  this  little  woman  is  of  what  He  can 
do  for  and  through  a Chinese  woman.  Won’t  you  help 
us  pray  for  them  and  for  our  own  girl’s  school  that  there 
may  be  many  like  her  to  go  out  into  other  homes  in  this 
land. 
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